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spread rumors of me being a spy. One that may well work for them, 

but basically does it for one’s own sake. It’s all true. My passion for 
documenting and unraveling secrets verges on obsession. | am eager to help 
our organization in this way. | am even more willing to help myself. My personal 
itch makes me scratch and remove yet another scab of ignorance. 


T hey tell me to my face that | am an archivist. Behind my back, they 


| like to observe people, their behavior and habits. Note their idiosyncrasies 
and imagine all the possible uses for this knowledge. | like to have it in my note- 
book, like invisible strings that | can pull at my convenience. Maybe for myself, 
maybe for others, maybe for nothing. We’ll see. 

They’ve dubbed me Archibald. | am not the first to bear this name and | am 
probably not the last. Each of us has similar interests and obsessions. We are 
here to write down everything about all things... so that no aspect of how the 
thought of lauv'abrarc has impacted humanity is left undocumented or for- 
gotten. 


Phe hiding place in Hotel Desire; “” 
otel Desire, like any old establishment of this type, had been the 
a stage of many gloomy events. One of those stories was told to me by 
Danny, who was then starting out as a receptionist and handyman. 
Yes, everyone there used to say he was very handy. 


Jerry Finerow was a big chap. He worked as a construction worker and, apart 
from his physical stamina, he also had a knack for the trade. The team called 
him Conan Buttbonger and as it turned out - for good reason. He was obsessed 
with cold steel. He never parted with a replica of a medieval sword, he even 
took it to work. When he had a free moment, he went to meetings of re-enact- 
ment groups, enjoying pretending to be a knight. This long-haired muscle man 
with a square jaw made a huge impression on audiences, and his wood chop- 
ping demonstrations were very popular. 

When Danny met him, Jerry worked with his boyfriend to adapt the hotel for 
the needs of the New Carnival. Bleakmoor seemed finally ready to sink into the 
murkiest perversions and the hotel was to be its heart of darkness. Together 
with their team, they would install bars in the windows and remove everything 
that could be associated with modernity, such as the electrical installation. And, 
besides, they drank. They drank a lot.One day, Jerry, being already well-oiled, 
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went to sleep in room 208. He couldn't fall asleep 
because there were unmistakable noises coming 
from downstairs. Not only was a bed squeaking, 
but it was also rhythmically hitting the wall. He sus- 
pected, and he was not wrong, that it was his 
friend, Norman Max, who had someone over. In a 
drunken haze, he thought he would give a fright 
to the lovers, and then join them. He took his fa- 
vorite sword and went to room 107. 

Jerry, chuckling under his breath, broke the 
door with one kick and strode into the room 
with force. Then the smile froze on his face. Yes, 
Norman was there, but so was Robert, the cur- 
rent boyfriend of Jerry. The men were frolick- 
ing naked in bed. Robert had his hand inside 
Norman. Up to the elbow. 


Jerry only accepted sleeping with other people when this 
concerned him. He immediately forgot about the threesome he had envisaged. 
He let out a roar, in one leap found himself near them and slashed his sword 
through Norman's arm so forcefully that it was severed from the torso, spurting 
a spout of blood. Robert started screaming. He screamed like he had never 
screamed before. Norman was speechless as he looked at the bloody stump 
protruding from his anus. He came to as he looked at the madness on Jerry's 
face who was preparing for another strike. 

He gave up on any attempt to mediate and immediately took off, his bare 
feet slipping on the floor soaked in blood. The chances were slim because he 
was not only bothered by his erection, which hadn't subsided yet, but also by 
Robert's limb still stuck up to the elbow in his ass. : 

Jerry got to him easily. The sword whistled, hitting Norman in the left arm. 
The man fell to the floor. Although he hypothetically still had two arms, only 
one was attached to his body in a conventional manner. 

Jerry took another swing and ... didn't deliver the blow. Suddenly he realised 
what he had done. In the corridor, a dozen or so people were staring at him, 
lured by the noise. When Jerry looked up at them, they instantly disappeared, 
as though they had accidentally spotted a couple's embarrassing squabble. 

We'll never know if Jerry's decision to deprive Norman of his left arm after 
having cut off Robert's right arm was an accident or a more poetic approach to 
the administration of justice. Either way, it didn't matter much, because both 
men quickly bled out to death. 


Two coffees and one donut later, Jerry was already thinking more soberly 
and decided to get rid of the bodies. He hid both chopped-off arms (yes, he 
pulled the one out) in a storage closet in the hotel lobby just to the left of the 
phone. Then he tossed the bodies off the balcony onto the sidewalk outside the 


hotel, took his car to get them, and vanished into thin air. No one knows what 
happened to him later. 

Danny found the severed arms a few days later, when he smelled a mysteri- 
ous stench in the lobby. The boy got very upset because he was having a fling 
with both of the deceased. It could have been parts of his own body lying there. 

Anyway - that was how he found out there was a secret closet in the lobby 
that could be accessed while standing by the phone. How? There used to be a 
lever, but Danny said he'd have the workers replace it with something more 
stylish. He also claimed he wanted to have something extra in the two crucial 
rooms, 208 and 107. Supposedly for people looking for strong sensations. 

Really? This story is meant to be a tourist attraction? This guy had strange 
ideas. He must have been eating too many of those Bleakmoor candies. 


Clown figurines in Bleakmoor 


he Bleakmoor Carnival has had several 
Ae traditions, including those that have sur- 
vived its metamorphosis into the current 
New Carnival of blood and sperm. 


One of them is the custom of leaving clown fig- 
urines all over town. Whoever collects them can put 
them in a mechanical safe which usually contains a 
lot of booze. In order to open the safe, you need to 
find all the figurines and, of course, this is where the 
difficulty begins. The reason being that rarely would 
one person find all of them. People who found the fig- 
urines, but did not have the complete set, could put (HAPTER Il: 
them in the safe and rejoice in knowing they had THE STRANGE 
helped some more lucky player, or they could wait. In 
the old days, one used to encourage contestants to cooperate. Now, during the 

New Carnival, | suppose there will rather be a mas- 
sacre, or possibly an orgy. 

The main person responsible for 
keeping this tradition alive was a cer- 
tain Steve, employed at Willie's Restau- 
rant. He is also, without a doubt, the 

one most annoyed by the fact that this 

tradition exists. Steve is, generally speak- 
ing, difficult. 

To sabotage the game, he always 
places the figurines in the same places... 
Back in the day, people got excited by the 

game because it was easy enough to find 
the figurines. But he always hides the last 
one out of reach, and if he's in a good 
mood, he lets a friend know where it is, so 
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that they can become the winner and 
share the booze prize with him. 


So here is a list of the figurines: 

e The first one should be on one of the 
boxes right next to the main en- 
trance to Bleakmoor. Depends on 
where you park, but it's generally 
close. 
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e The second one is in a back street by 
the hotel, across from the mechani- 
cal safe where you put the figurines. 
This shit can't be confused with any- 
thing else, so it's easy to find. 

e The third one is in the common room 
window. This is the house with a blue 
door. The key should be on a brick 
sticking out of the wall, you need to 
take a good look. They could just leave 
the door open, but hey, this is what 
Bleakmoor is about. 


° The fourth one should be by the stands 
by the Tiki Bar. 

e When looking at Willie's Restaurant, on 
. the left, at the end of the street, there 
is a metal staircase. There should be 

another clown at the very top. 

e Steve is such a bloody bore and so 
jaded that he left two clowns at 
Willie's. The first one is on the ground floor, among 
the crates. The second, | will tell you about in a mo- 
ment, because it is suitable only for a punch- 
line. 


e The seventh is on the table next to the Flamin- 
gos bar, in their elegant locked courtyard. 
Steve leaves it there, when he goes foradrink. | 

CHAPTER V: SCARLET (ry | 
There are two more left. If they cannot be 
found, then there are certainly good reasons 
for it and you should take your time. 


e The eighth figure sits on pallets near the Bleak- 
moor map. This is a small flea-ridden street 
blocked by a gate. Once you get there, it 
should be obvious that this is the right place. 


e The last figurine is a real joke. Like | wrote, it is also 
at Willie's, i.e. at Steve's work. Where? In a trunk! 
Yes. On the first floor, in a sturdy, padlocked trunk. 
So if you don't have metal cutting shears or whatever 
they call them, don't even come near. 


Paintings in the mansion 


hen you look at an estate such as the one 
\VV/ belonging to the Cult of Ecstasy, you can 
be sure that it has many secrets. Who is 
responsible for this? 


The property is undoubtedly 
charming and has a rich history, 
but its origins are banal. It was 
commissioned by Jasper Quinn, 
who had made his fortune by 
selling healing elixirs to middle- 
aged ladies. Jasper was a grifter, 
but for some reason, his vivid 
imagination did not go beyond 
methods of inciting people to 
spend serious money on non- 
sense. The secrets of the house 
are completely contemporary, 
and it was Giorgio Bianchi, currently known as 
Sabinian, who was responsible for adding them. 

Sabinian was drawn to secrets ever since he was a 
child. When he bought a house with hard-earned 
money (his parents, of course) and became a mem- 
ber of a sex cult, he decided that he needed to make 
the property more stylish. Sabinian is a snob with 
very sophisticated passions, such as owning his 
own vineyard, building mechanical toys and 
painting. Personally, | am irritated by his serious- 
ness, pomposity and complete lack of interest in 
sex, which is totally out of place in our organiza- 
tion. However, he has some merits. 

So let's mention some of the gadgets he had in- 
stalled: In the living room, where the pool table 
stands, there is a trace left by a Bosch painting. 

The picture is the same one that hangs at the en- 
trance to the living room (did | mention that 
Sabinian is eccentric?). After inserting all the miss- 
ing parts into it, a cache will open. 

Where are the paintings? The first one will be 
most likely kept in the living room, next to the 
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pool table. The second one should be in the cupboard in the other part of the 
living room. Only when going for the last one you have to stretch your legs, be- 
cause it is in the clock in the wing of the house on the first floor, not far from 
Theodor's studio. 


[Willard's dagger - Figurines | 
he most valuable item in the property is 
7 Willard's dagger. Yes, this very same 
Willard. lf there's anything good to say 
about this guy, it's that he had a pretty dagger. 
| wouldn't want to know what he was using it for. 
Okay, maybe | would like to know. Since Willard, 
despite all his defects, was an important person 
for our organization, everyone can become more 
closely acquainted with this dagger in person. 
To do this, however, you have to make some 
effort. The safety box in which it is deposited is 
opened up by a set of four figurines of lauv'abrarc. 
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e The first one is in the cupboard by the stairs. 

e The second, you should fetch by climbing a 
ladder. The figurine is hidden in the dark on one of 
the shelves. 


e The third one requires completing the sculpture on 
~ the mezzanine. This is a very nice bust with two 
heads joined together. Sabinian keeps the missing 
part somewhere in his room. 


° The fourth one isin the hiding place under the fire- 
place. | have described how to get to it in the section 
about the paintings. 


According to a rule introduced in the mansion, after 
having sufficiently enjoyed watching the dagger, one 
should put it back, as well as the figurines. Unless, 
of course, someone is headed for a dangerous expedition. 


Documents | 


eing an inquisitive person, | like to read other 
Ke people's notes. There are places where they 


can be found most often. Some are quite ob- 
vious, others - much less so. | will list those that | al- 
ways try to visit. 


1. Sabinian's room - of course! Giorgio usually 
keeps them in a cupboard next to the armchair. If you 
already have access to his room, it's easy to sniff 
something out there. 

2. There is a peculiar bench at the entrance to the 
property which is actually a safe. To access it, press the 
tiles in the correct order. What is the order? Just listen 
to the mechanism. 


3. In the safe with the three-piece painting, under 
the fireplace that was mentioned earlier. 

4. Theodore sometimes leaves documents in the 
ritual room. It's worth snooping around there. 

5. Of course, it is always a good idea to check 
Amanda's room. | always go back there when 
| know it's open. Besides, it feels nice to lie on 
her bed. | can't stop myself. 


[The story of the journal | 
In the mansion, one of the mysteries for 
which Sabinian was in no way responsible is Theodore, 
the oldest member of the Cult of Delight. Everyone keeps asking - 
what's under the mask, does he see anything? His majestic, exalted manner of 
expression and absolute submission to the will of lauv'abrarc arouses great re- 
spect, especially among new members of our organization. Later on, when they 
realize that he farts just like everyone else, the impression wears off a bit. 


Theodore has vast knowledge, which is valuable. The books from the man- 
sion’s library hold no secrets from him. He has carefully studied all the writings 
of the first recipients of lauv'abrarc’s words, as well as all occult literature that 
might brighten the path of the Cult of Ecstasy. They say knowledge does not 
translate into wisdom, and who knows, maybe it is so in the case of Theodore. 
One thing is certain for me, however. He hides much more than what is found 
under his showy mask. 
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| will never forget the night | spent at the estate shortly after my initiation 
into the Cult of Ecstasy. As much as | believed in the coming of the kingdom of 
lauv'abrarc, | still hadn't dared to get engaged in the perverse games of my 
roommates. | was lying down half-dreaming, trying to ignore what was going on 
outside of my room. 

As the sounds of the orgy in the dining room subsided, | heard footsteps in 
the hallway, and then someone tried to open my door. | like a good night's 
sleep, so | used to lock it every night. It turned out the person outside had a 
key. They turned it, and | froze. | knew that nobody was coerced into anything 
in the mansion, but | was not fully aware if situations like this happened. The 
door opened. In front of me, outlined in the dim moonlight, stood the spiritual 
leader of the Cult of Ecstasy. | was aware of my physical advantage over him but 
little did it matter at that time. | couldn't get a word out as | watched him make 
a few shaky steps towards me and remove his mask. 

Sitting on the bed, | strained my eyes, but in vain. Instead of a face, all | could 
see was a black spot. 

"| need something from you," he whispered hoarsely. | shivered. 

"But | didn't come empty-handed," he added. “You are ready now. At last.” 

He turned away from me and walked over to the desk by the window. 
| heard a match rub against a striker strip, and then the trembling light of an oil 
lamp illuminated that part of the room. lauv'abrarc knows how he had man- 
aged to find it. 

| could only see the back of his head from a few yards away, and that was 
enough to tell that something was wrong. He didn't have a single hair, his skin 
looked ... didn't look human. I've never come across anything like it before. 
Staring at him felt like | was doing something indecent. 

Theodore pulled out a dirty notebook. 

"Journal of Archibald the First's" he said. 


The importance of this information struck me. For a moment, | forgot about 
the pickle | was in. | had already gotten to doubt that this work ever existed. 
The answers to all the questions and misgivings | had had since joining the Cult 
of Ecstasy could be found there. With my skills and the knowledge it contained, 
| would be now able to lead the organization into a new stage. Or | could under- 
stand what a terrible mistake | had made in agreeing to become one of these 
people. 

| swallowed and waited. 

Theodore finally turned to me. | have tried many times to describe what 
| saw, but each time the pen fails me. So will it also be this time. For there are 
no words that can convey the disgust and fear | felt at this moment. | realized it 
wasn't just the fire at the Yelvertons' mansion that had injured him, forcing him 
to wear a mask. On that fateful night, something must have crawled out of the 
abyss of Lusst'ghaa, touching not only the depths of his soul. | could barely see 
a human in him. 


He came over to me, shedding the ceremonial robe that exposed his body 
quivering in spasms. 

- The Journal is yours. And | just want one thing. 

| stared into his eyes or rather what was left of them. | couldn't move, beg- 
ging time to speed up to free me from this ghastly moment. 

“Christ...”, | muttered. 

| swear I'd run away if | could. Though my legs were unrestricted, they re- 
fused to move. | would have loved to run out of the mansion without looking 
back and never come back. 

“Hug me," he croaked. 

“What?” 

There was no way | could read the expression on his face. | don't think any 
human could. 

“Only this. Hug me. Just like that.” 

Not believing what was happening, | stretched my arms out in front of me 
and fulfilled this wish. We fell onto the bed. | held him in my arms for hours, lis- 
tening to his sobbing interrupted by spasms. He hugged me like a hurt child. He 
did not utter a single word, though. He didn't speak, and | didn't have the 
courage to ask. 

Nor did he speak when dawn finally arrived, ending this strangest experi- 
ence. He got up, and put on his robe. As he donned his mask, he re-entered the 
role of the haughty Theodore whose thoughts were circling in an inaccessible 
dimension. 

He departed, leaving me the Journal of Archibald the First. | took it with me, 
vowing never to spend the night at the mansion again. Knowing how events un- 
folded, | can only say that this turned out to be a good thing. 


LUSST’GHAA 


|Journal of Archibald the First | ~ THE TABLETS 
hey’ve dubbed me Archibald. | have emerged from the toxic vapors of 

aE ignorance and mundane pleasures to reap the greatest of rewards 

offered by our deliverer, lauv'abrac. | am one of the pioneers in 
Lusst'ghaa and the first person able to maintain the vision for a long time while 
influencing it. And although the reward only dimly looms on the horizon of 
events, deceiving with its glow of ecstasy, | know that there is no other way, 
even if it were impossible to achieve in my lifetime. 

It became clear that | was the first of a new type of Seeing Ones. None of my 
brothers or sisters who have the gift of vision can walk freely in this land. However, 
we are now sure that it is only a matter of time. The new members of the cult com- 
ing to us seem to be on a more advanced level than before. It is asiflauv'abrarc 
was learning to speak to us or as though his messages were accumulating. 

For some reason, it was to me that he spoke in a unique manner, or maybe it 
is | who can listen like no one else... His teachings are still incomplete, hidden in 
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impenetrable darkness and evading full comprehension by our imperfect per- 
ception. Undoubtedly, this can be attributed to the differences between our 
species. We are separated not only by physical differences but also by the 
countless millions of years of evolution during which the most powerful 
Lusst'ghaans became creatures indistinguishable from gods. 

So | write down everything | can, hoping that the revelation comes gradually. 
If not us, then perhaps future generations will benefit from these notes. Every- 
thing we know so far indicates that messages sent to mankind may continue to 
flow for hundreds or even thousands of years. As individuals, we last less than 
the blink of lauv'abrarc’s eye. 


Among the most intriguing things about Lusst'ghaa are information carriers 
called tablets. |am not able to read them, but hope that it will happen some- 
day. For now, | decided to make a note of where they 
are. Attention! We noticed that the layout of the rooms 
in Lusst'ghaa was constantly changing, which could 
render the following notes useless. This would mean 
that making them actually only allows me to satisfy 
my maniacal need for documentation. | think that it is 
not the case. Certain regularities can be noted in the 
changes. What was, goes back in place, if not always 
the same. Thus, they may not be useful all the time, 
or they may contribute to finding a clear key to how 
to navigate Lusst'ghaa. It is true what my fellow be- 
lievers say - we will never know Lusst'ghaa com- 
pletely. However, we can get used to this land to 
such an extent that it will no longer be a frighten- 
ing alien entity pouring murderous mucus in our 
face every time we want to surrender to passion. 


1. There is a long corridor in Lusst'ghaa that has 
become my first nightmare. | felt that it led me to 
uncontrolled debauchery lined by primal animalis- 
tic fear. | was afraid of, but also obsessed with en- 
tering this vaginal shape. It was usually there, with 
hypnotically flashing lights, that my first visions 
sent by lauv'abrarc ended. There, near the en- 
trance to it, | saw one of the tablets and gritted my 
teeth with helplessness as | touched its cosmic in- 
comprehension. Finally, | managed to traverse the 
entire corridor, but more on this topic will come 


2. | was fascinated by this place which seemed 
to be the remains of a transport system where levers are used to control a huge 


platform. One of the tablets is right there, in a small, seemingly inaccessible 
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corridor, located higher than a human could reach. 
The solution is a movable tower, which helps you 
climb up to this corridor. If the lever is missing, check 
the surrounding peanut-like plants. 


3. Nothing disgusts me more than those slimy, 
belching plants that sway endlessly, as if moved by a 
wind that is imperceptible to humans. These are 
the M’nags. They are dangerous, especially in the 
narrow corridors they like so much, where they 
wait for a sacrifice from their world, although they 
would not either decline an offering of a wanderer 
from Earth. | encountered one of these corridors (HAPTER XVIII: 
near the statue of Ughro'ecna, the Great Libera- 
tor. Suddenly, walking along the corridor, on the 
right side | found a passage and in it a source of Essence and one of 
the tablets at the top of the knoll. 

END OF THE EXCERPT FROM ARCHIBALD THE I’S JOURNAL 


[The Scarlet Lodge - the book of secrets, 


leakmoor was once a typical American town, inhabited by bored mid- 
K dle class people interested only in their own problems, mostly com- 

muting to work in larger cities. Not much was going on here, except 
for the annual Scarlet Carnival, which dated back to the 1920s. It owes its name 
to the first performance. which was staged in the newly built Eden Theater - 
The Scarlet Pimpernel. It was the favorite novel of Eleanor Bleakmoor, the influ- 
ential president of the League for the Defence of Public Morality and daughter 
of the city's founder, Jeremiah Bleakmoor. Eleanor was in an informal relation- 
ship with Doreen Austerlitz, which turned out to have huge consequences for 
the local community. Eleanor's tentacles seized Bleakmoor and changed the city 
beyond recognition. 

The carnival, which started as a family event, turned into a display of unbri- 
dled drunkenness and perversion that locals were waiting for all year long. 
Most of those who didn't like it left Bleakmoor forever. On the other hand, 
more or less officially declared lovers of Doreen Austerlitz’s mystical charm, es- 
pecially participants of her famous lectures, flocked to the city. 

A year ago, when Charles Austerlitz started gathering followers, the Scarlet 
Lodge seemed an obvious name for this gang of degenerates, and after the city 
was practically taken over, talks of a New Carnival began. The last innocent 
touches were gone. The carnival became an event so macabre and extreme 
that it even led to fatalities. Instead of scaring off, it attracted more and more 
participants. This forced the city authorities to cooperate even more closely 
with the Lodge. It was too late to go back. 


THE JouRNey OF UNDERSTANDING 
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Where can you find out about the Scarlet Lodge? Here are places worth 


checking out first. (HAPTER 1: 
THE STRAN, 
GER 


1. The common room. It is easy to get there, it has a blue door. As | wrote 
before, you usually have to let yourself in on your own, using the key from the 
protruding brick. And if someone is inside... Well, maybe it's better not to go 


|e (HAPTER IV: SHADOW ovER 
BLEAKMoog 
2. The lobby of Hotel Desire is where the safe box belonging to Danny, one of 
the more alert members of the lodge, can be found. Danny likes his guys at 
room temperature, otherwise he's okay. The safe box is close to the phone. 
| have already written about it, so | will not repeat myself. (HAPTER V: SCARLET (IT 


3. In Bleakmoor, a unique spot associated with the Lodge is the Eden Theater 
and its cursed underground. Surprisingly, there isn’t much in the Theater itself. 
It is worth paying attention to the crates, e.g. near the toilets, and to take bolt 
cutters with you. 

EDEN 


4. In Eden's basement there is a room with red 
curtains where you can find some documents. You 
have to be especially careful, because there are a 
handful of freaks around. 


'5. There is a kind of command center in Eden's 
underground that allows you to spy and eavesdrop 
on parts of the city. It is called the Hall of Whispers. 
It is said it was Eleanor Bleakmoor's favorite place. 
| wouldn't be surprised if Doreen Austerlitz had also 
been a frequent visitor. As far as | know, this room is 
full of books and papers. | failed to get inside be- 
cause the door was thoroughly secured. 
Which already tells us that something in- 
teresting must be there. 
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(Changes in the mansion| 


thought that interacting with the members of the Scarlet Lodge had 
made me immune to shock. That was true until part of Lusst'ghaa col- 
lided with our world. 

One day, | returned to the mansion after having been away for several 
weeks. | found the door locked, and despite banging on it persistently, no one 
opened. This had never happened since | had joined the Cult of Ecstasy. Accord- 
ing to the rules established by Sabinian, after dark there was always someone 
present at the cult's seat. Calling anyone inside didn't make sense either, be- 
cause of the same rules. Everyone was obligated to surrender their phones. 

All | could do was retrieve the key from a hiding place in a tree hollow near 
the property. It was left there for such emergencies. Sabinian had secured the 
cache with one of his fancy mechanisms, which he also constructed for the 
Scarlet Lodge. To open it, you had to move 8 balls in the right order so that they 
formed a pattern corresponding to Sabinian’s ancestral coat of arms. While the 
other tenants of the mansion entertained themselves at orgies, he sat in his 
room, tinkering with his contraption for months. | could spend all day trying to 
find the right combination and then carefully write it down in my journal, enjoy- 
ing the fact that | captured and documented yet another secret piece of knowl- 
edge. However, since | not only knew about the hiding place in the tree itself, 
but also that there was an axe in a nearby shed, | decided not to waste any 
more time. 

Silence greeted me at the mansion, broken only by the steady ticking of a 
clock. As | walked through empty corridors, aided by the light of a small flash- 
light, dozens of questions flashed through my mind. Have they left? Have they 
escaped? Is this the end of the Cult of Ecstasy? 

That is when | saw the bloodstains. My stomach moved somewhere just be- 
low my throat. "The Scarlet Ones," | thought. While spying on the lodge, | had 
seen many shocking and cruel things, now | was going to witness the same 
freak show but with my friends and fellow believers cast as victims. It quickly 
turned out otherwise. The bodies were massacred in a manner inconsistent 
with the Lodge’s practice. They looked like victims of a wild animal attack. The 
wounds had been inflicted by something with large claws. 

| paced the broken plates, avoiding demolished furniture. What happened 
here? Did someone unleash a bear? 

As the flashlight got reflected in the golden mask, | felt a sting in my heart. 
Even Theodore, our treasure trove of knowledge and the most fanatical fol- 
lower of lauv'abrarc, had failed to survive. He looked pitiful in his ceremonial 
robe, tossed by an unknown force against the wall like an unwanted doll. 

| walked deeper into the mansion, passing more bodies. The cult was lost, © 
but | wanted to know what happened to... her. | couldn't leave without knowing 
her fate. 


She was in the playroom on her favorite machine. 
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Mabel. Covered in blood, she lay limp on her seat, still tirelessly penetrated by 
the indefatigable mechanical penis. This darling, beautiful idiot. Sweet, innocent, 
naive like a little child. Now reduced to a rhythmically jittering piece of meat. 

| turned off the machine and put my hand on her neck. She was still warm. 
Was she alive? Was | deceiving myself? Maybe she died just a moment ago, and 
whatever killed her was now Iurking in the dark, waiting for a convenient mo- 
ment to get to me too. | got my rapid breathing under control. | couldn't give in 
to the urge to run away, not yet. Maybe | could still help. | focused, trying to 
feel a pulse. It was weak, slow, but it was there. So she was alive and she 
needed help. What about the others? 

Then | heard an amazing sound. It was unlike anything | knew. Though it 
wasn't loud, it ripped through the mansion as if it were not obeying the laws of 
physics. | had to check it out. The implications of this phenomenon could be 
world-changing for all | knew. | had no business thinking about saving anyone 
without investigating it first. | thought it must have been coming from one of 
the lower floors. 

Discreetly, | left the Room of Delights, passed Theodore's studio and then 
went down the ladder from the attic. So far, so good. Then, | had to walk down 
those fucking creaking stairs that might give away my position. But there was 
nothing to be done, since there was no other way... 

On the last step, | turned off the flashlight. | saw a pale light radiating from the 
living room. | took a few steps carefully and peeked out from behind the corner. 

The darkness of the room was torn by a white, vaginal stain the size ofaman ~© 
emitting purple light. Around it, there were mucus-covered tentacles writhing 
about. It was from there that the mesmerizing sound came that was echoing 
throughout the mansion. | watched, unable to move. A portal. It had to be a 
portal to Lusst'ghaa. So... Have they succeeded? Have they opened it? The land 
of ecstasy our cult has dreamed of, awaited, wide open to anyone willing to en- 
ter. No longer in dreams, but physically. Inviting not only the soul, but also the 
body. With the rhythmic movement of its tentacles, the portal summoned me 
into blinding depths. 

| remembered what happened to the group that Willard had led to 
Lusst'ghaa. | have seen the madmen from the Scarlet Lodge with my own eyes. 
Empty human shells, burned out by excess stimuli, spending each moment of 
their existence trying to get close to the memory of that past ecstasy. | didn't 
want to end up like that. And yet, every step towards the portal brought me 
closer to this state. | forgot about my friends bleeding out in the mansion. 
| even forgot about Mabel. 

| was close, the tentacles seemed excited by the fact that they would soon 
welcome me to the other side. | almost touched the dazzling white. But then, 
the sound from the portal changed. It flashed, blinding me. When | regained my 
sight, | saw the mask in front of me. | knew it all too well. Who was wearing it? 
| looked down. Certainly a person with a body worthy of the name of the 
Queen of Ecstasy, which | could tell because apart from the mask she was not 


wearing anything. Was it really her? 
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She pushed me brutally. Certainly using more than her physical strength, be- 
cause | flew back a few yards to the accompaniment of sizzling energy splashes. 
With a groan, | landed at the entrance to the living room. 

"What a surprise," she said, "but maybe it's for the best." “Let there be 
someone to testify about this moment.” 

“Amanda?”, | managed to mutter. 

“Who else!” 

She walked past me, swaying her hips flirtatiously, clearly ina good mood, 
maybe even amused by the situation. | did not share in her amusement. 
| couldn't even move. 

“Yv'h lauv'abrarc! Yv'h Lusst'ghaa!”, | heard her raised voice somewhere 
deep in the house. 

As if she had awoken a storm. Energy flew down the corridors, hissing and 
creating air turbulences. The candles in the mansion flashed, lit by an invisible 
hand. 

Compared to what followed, this was only an innocent magic trick. 

| heard a groan. | would recognize that voice anywhere. Theodore. Soon, an- 
other person spoke. And another one, and yet someone else. 

Amanda has come to rule the Cult of Ecstasy, and as a gift she brought us 
awakening. 


{Archibald the First's Journal 
continued } 


can be found in various places in Lusst'ghaa... 
what are they actually guarding? Whatever it 
is, it must be very important. And what is this damned 
filthy safe that looks like a plant about to spread out its 
seed? Perhaps we will find out when Seeing Ones who 
are able to visit Lusst'ghaa with their body, and not 
only with their minds, appear. Now, although | 
know where all the keepers’ figurines that allow ac- 
cess are, | have no way to collect them myself be- 
cause they are scattered in different parts of the 
land. 


It takes eight keepers’ figurines to open the safe. 


T he Guardians of Essence... little figures that 


e |came across the first one on my first longer jour- 
ney to Lusst'ghaa. It's very close to the safe, in one 
of those weird oblong shells. 


e The second one is also placed in this type of plant, _ quent ERSTANDING 
so it's easy to spot. It is near the immobile, vampiric | THE JO y of UND 


Es 
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entity that devours essence (it's best to walk around 
it from above), and even closer to Essence trans- 
mitters and M’nag’s. 

e The third figurine can be more of a challenge. It is 
located near the end of a long corridor going up. 
When you get there, instead of jumping to return to 
one of the previous rooms, | recommend that you 
go back to the earlier embranchment leading to the 
right. It is actually a small niche in which the figurine 
is located. 


e | encountered the fourth one on my way to the 
Chamber of Trinity. It was placed on the back of the | 
first statue | saw there. But were these 
sculptures? Or perhaps the hideous in- 
habitants of this land frozen for aeons 
in stone? When | paused to focus, 
| heard their husky breath, diluted in 
time, as if they were about to jump up 
and tear me apart. 


(HAPTER XVII: 
THE (HAMBER 


e The fifth figurine. | feel sorry for every- 
one who goes there because of its 
slimy guardian! In Lusst'ghaa, | have 
only encountered a few things more 
disgusting than this mighty six-armed 
creature that likes to punch passers-by. 

~ And | certainly have not met any crea- 
ture that smelled more foul. The fig- 
urineis placed high, on one of the tentacles inaccessi- 
ble from the ground level, and you need to take a re- 
ally good look to notice it. You can reach it by moving 
a column. Tough? But still much easier than asking 
that nameless pile of fat and meat for help. 

e The sixth figurine is mid-way in the Chamber of 
Trinity. It's not that easy to get there, but once you 
enter the room, it's hard to confuse it with any- 
thing. Obtaining the figurine requires a lot of 
courage as you have to jump from the bridge to 
the passage below it. It's halfway across the 
bridge. 


Once upon atime, | came to a very interesting 
part of Lusst'ghaa, blocked by a strong circular 
gate. From my research it appears that it is in 
some way related to Ughro'ecna, one of the 


16 


two helpers of lauv'abrarc. It is there that you can 
find the two other figurines. 


(HAPTER XIV: 
THE MASK OF UGHRO’E(NA 


e So, the seventh is in another oblong plant, lo- 
cated under a monstrous figure with a goblet- 
shaped head which is held against the ceiling 
by an unknown force. Fortunately, it is not ag- 
gressive, but after staring at it for a moment, 
| experienced incomprehensible horror and 
barely managed to control a wild urge to 
run away in panic. 

e To find the eighth, climb a steep corridor. 

At its end there is a door in the floor 
opened with three spherical stones. Be- 
fore it, behind the pillar, you will find the 
last figurine of the Guardian bathed in 
purple light. 


In this part of Lusst'ghaa there are 
also three tablets containing the secrets 
of this dying world. 


The first one located here, and the 
fourth one | have found, is easy to see, 
for it is sur- 
rounded by three 
small figures with 
faces that are sur- 

prisingly human 
for Lusst'ghaa. | 
enjoyed simply 
being there, lis- 
tening to their soft 
humming of hymns 
in honor of uncouth 
debauchery. 


| could see the 
fifth tablet only from 
a distance, it is right 
behind the place where one of the afore- ‘ 
mentioned spherical keys is located. If the 
key is on the pedestal, and above it you 
notice a tangle of tentacles coming out of 
a hideous, inhuman skull, it means that 
the tablet is in a small adjoining room. It 
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became inaccessible the moment the passage collapsed in front of me. Perhaps 
it wasn't meant for my eyes. | believe that a wanderer more resourceful than 
myself would find a way to get to it. Or perhaps one blessed with the will of 
lauv'abrarc. In any case, | saw no reason to risk my life trying to get there. 

| wrote before about a long corridor that | could never walk through. When 
| finally succeeded, | found a huge room at its end with a gate to the famed 
Xu'thrar. Unfortunately, it turned out to be an insurmountable obstacle. While 
looking for a way, | managed to discover the catacombs located under this area 
and there, without any problems, | found the last of the tablets. 


END of Th 
HE EX 
A : 
Rea Tero ROM 


Once again, a lot has happened while | have been absent from the mansion. 
Under other circumstances, someone may have called me to keep me posted, 
but no... Sabinian and his strange rules. This guy is by all means suspicious. 
| have an impression that whenever there is a shitstorm, he always disappears. 
What kind of a leader is he? That is why | am rather happy to see Amanda, who 
brought this whole company to heel. | am not as critical of her as most mem- 
bers of The Cult of Ecstasy, perhaps because | came at the very end of the * 
"night of horror," as Mabel calls it. My darling, hysterical girl. It is worth coming 
back here, be it only for her. 

Tomorrow will be the perfect time to get to know Amanda better and see 
parts of Lusst'ghaa that | haven't visited in my visions so far. | have gathered 
some rudimentary information about Xu'thrar that | want to share with her. 
| hope we can fill in the gaps together so that | can write everything down in my 
journal. Amanda will open the portal and together we will enter the Chamber 
of Trinity. | can't wait to appear there physically for the very first time! 


YV'H LAVV’ABRARC! YV'H LUSST’GHAA! 
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